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The Crimson Stain Mystery
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Novelized by Albert Payson Terhune ﬁ'om Consolidated
Motion-Picture Triumph. |

(Copyright, 1916, by Consolidated Film Corporation.)

Everything you read here to-day you may see in moving
pictures this week at the Victor Theater.
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CHAPTER 1.
The Brand of Snian,
The big Montrose house at Rlverdale
seemed 1o have awakencd from o long

tdoze of kloom. For six months it had
been shuttercd and all but deserted,
Now its blinds were up. There were

fresh flowers in the window howls ana
on the deep verandun. Theye were new
ety in the very atmosphere
of the place,

For a half yvear Dir. Montrose han
dAwelt here wlone, except for his silent-
footed assistant, Felix. Here, day and
night, the doctor had toiled in his labo-
ratory, tirclessly, perfecting the ex-
periments to whieh he had devoted
himself =ince his wife's denth.

But now, in a hreath, evervihing wase
changed, Florenee, his cighteen-vear-
old daughter, had come home from a
six-mnonth visit to a schoal chum In
the West, and instantly her bright
presence nad restored the old
to It former Lirlghtness

house |
L unegeen

]

It wag on the early evening of the |
third day after Florence's retirn to
Riverdale. She was sitting alone on
the veranda, when a man turned in at
the pate and came hurrving up the
long  walk towiard the house,  Flor-
ence's face Nushed with ganulne pleas-
ure at slght of the visitor as he maoved
forward throush the early summer
twilizht

He was aliave middle helght, grace-
ful of figure and bearing, and waon-
drous gowl tu lank upon His easv |
stride and the posa of his mighty |
shoulders proclaimed the athiete, ov
a8 the hroad and fall evey

dennted the 1hi I the firni-moldad-
ed jaw the man of fon,

Florence ran down the steps ta greot
him,

"At lagt yvou have ecomne she eager.
v exclalimed. 1 had thougsht Haroid
Stanley had forgotten his s#chaoolgirl
friend in his busy ‘caréer of dolnec
nothing."

"Doing nothing!™ ho pouted. “1'tn the
huslest Htt)e : in & bhurg of 6.-

0 penple’*
1 certainlsy

dad haed ¢
me. Amo
marks of
"Hon, I've &y
int up the B o1
«q onutr

It was down iy ! ]
mast po ul e wsps L
—perhaps e rican I it for the
sanke of n W omy only
¥on can oith * and squan-
der the mnanes o eise he
cirn take orf ch in and
laarn the Lusiness not bottom up
and make himself fit ta carry on this
crept work when 1 oam Which
shall it he? I leave the Lo yaut
S0 1 pltche iy 1t seemed the nly
do”

wuded Florenco
vt
“port he an-
el most of
Vit his feet
1 the Oy 3

e the Crimson Staln

Mystery Bas o growsome sound.’
“Hore's the Ji outhful
of words" h» ex months
agEo Uyrus Q. F -the banker, you
Enow-—wns  fotnd  murdered in his
study Hix safe was looted, and the
murdercer clean awav. The autop-
1 Foerranid had heen choked to

el

“The add feature of the or
on Harald, ; the way he had Leen
choked The marks on & throat
showed that the rderar’s hands were
long &and sler r  anid abnormally
strong. Also, thiat Wiz grip was one
known to the Hu-jitsu experts of Japan
#ind to the Apa w of I'arig. It ix A
peculinr ‘hold.! paralyzes the vie-

tim’s spinal cord and makes Him haelp-

less tn resist; even wille his breath
is belng shut « It s a grip that
not one Cstron arm man’' in 10,000
knows anvthing about At lepst not
in Amerlea”

“But dan't the police—

wourked on the case for
warth, but they couldn’t
find & thing. Parish—he's the
international detective that the
hags hired to clenr up this cage—gpent
days in trying to get at a clew, but

“Spent ‘days’ on it
“Why not weeks or months?
It was worth that much trouble,
did he atop at “dayvs

“Because," replied Harold,
days later Marcus Krug, the hig
eler, was found murdered in 3
the same wiuy, in his private oflick at
the bhack of his store.’

“Two such murders in New York in
four months?" she murmured, with a
shudder. “And no one hrought to jus-
tice. It doesn't 1 possible!™

“Two such murders?” he sald in sud-

“The police
all they were

&ha interposed
Surely
Why

“ning
jow-

Lowent

|

’

the Jagged opening, Harold saw the
silhouette of the third man dart away
to one side of the room. The next
instant the lights were switched off.

In through the broken window [lar-
old thrust his body, hecdless of the
splintered glass that cut st his hands
and face and rent hiz clothes,

As he set foot ingide the piteh-darlk
room a pocket flushlight's ravs smote

blindingly athwart his eyeballs. At
the same Instant, Harold's groping
hand came In contact with a fNlimsy
it chalr. With all hir might he
hurled this ineffective missile at the
white leng of the spotlight. The |
pocket lamp fell to the ground ans

though knocked from 115 holder's hand
by the force of the chair's Impact,

Almnsl at onee Sianley's outfung
arm brushed against the shoulder of a
man who wax sgtealing Up toward him
through the dense blackness,

Harold sprane in and grappled the
foe., The latter was a strong
and active man, and fought with the
fury of 4 eornered heast,

In less than five secands of blind
“trugile he found the hold he sought.
One tremendous heave and he had
swung his invigihle enemy clear of
the floor amd high in the alr. A sec-
onfd  hesgve and the murderer went
whirling through the room, brinzing
up with a rib-crushing impact agalnst

the farther wall,

Harold, panting from his exertion,
pun about, with arms expanded, to
crope for the secomd wesassine Ax he

1 did sa his foot struck the (nertly gquiv-

ing hody of & man who lay sprawl-
an the floor in front of him.

With a thrill of revulelon Harold
realized  he had stumbled over the
corpse of the strangled Hanna. Hel
sough! to recover his balance with a
deft turn of his shoulders and a hack-
wiard swing of his outstretched arma

And =ome one selzed him from be-
hind,

A =et of long, jce-cold fingers wrap-
ped themeelves about the yvoung man's
T lar neck, seeking and immedi-

niding the windpipe, just ar two
il thumbs began to press deap |

» of his spine, directly he-
hase of the birain.

Wihen the stunning effect of the hlow
tigeal, Yo opened hig eves to find the
i oalight and full of people
Florenes

were throhging Harold
startod up, but he swaved weakls from
1o antd would hava fallen
hut for the policeman’'s support-

eitle

goarn On the floor In front of him
luv Hanna's dend bhady
He sirew the terrified gir]l from the
ranm as he spoke and led her down
thie haill to the front door On the
threshold they almost collided with a
man who was coming in. The new-
citmer ant Harpld recognized each
other at a glance, even in that dim
light
“Helln, Parriel,' s=ald Harold, not
cordinlly
od evening, Mr, Stanley.” return-
el the detective, “They told me at
the statlon that there’s heen another
Crimson Stain  crime. Is—-7"
“Yeur answered Harold. “That

tienne the fifteenth in four months'

“This une is like all the rest, 1 sup-
nose hazarded Parrish “Choked to
death and no clew.

“No! iradicted Harold, with =ud-
den 61 *“‘there fs a «e¢lew, this

A real one. I've felt the mur-
hands around my awn throat

i've seen his eves
tinuned, Impreseively,
ar tenujolais
=waln' I've seen

“What?' eried hoth Parrish
Florence in a single hreath

Axs I clmbed Into the front win-
dow™ sald Harold. "“He switched off
the light. But he turned an electric
flush-lamp on me, The wlare dazzled
me and left him invisible, T threw a
chair at the light and knacked it out
of his hand, As it fell—befare the jar
of hitting the floor releasad the bhattery

And,” ha con-
“1 know why old
spoke of a ‘Crimson
that staln.”

and

citteh and put out the lght—Iits rays

fell for A fraction of a secnand on the
upper part aof his face,

“You recoEnized him?" eried Par-

He was ne one 1 hadt ever

I'm not sure I'd recognize the

& again. But I'd recoznize the eves

yYwhere on earth
“The cves are red,
ley, “A flary crimson.

answered Stan-
As if they had

Montrose and an policeman |
: hepding over him.  Servants and
v, attracted hy the nolse of

| telligence

| bereditary
povery

shadow as of physical
his care-scarred fuce,

Dr. Montrose clasped hin bowed head
botwien his hamls and groaned aloud,
Then, rising to his feet, he squared his
bent shoulders and a look of high
resolve came into his haggard face,
He eroused the Wbrary to the reception
hall, ‘The visilors were Vunya Taosca
and Tanner. They stood eyeing L,
Montroke with the look a hungry dog
might bestow on & butcher's cart, They
were depressed in looks amd manner
and seemed more than half il

"Well,” Dr. Montrose sharply broks
the momentary stlence, “what do ¥ou
want?'"

“You know what we want, dactor,”
replied Tanner.

“And we must have It,” added Vanva,
“We must."

“You've both had far toeo much al-
ready,” sald Montrose, in stern decl-
sion. “And you'll get no more.”

Al his words Vanva winced.

pain distorting

a chill.

“You ean't mean that, doctor!
claimed Vanya. “You ean't refuse
et

NX=
UEH

refterated AMontrose.
nelther of you zet any more. |
the day I first gave it to vou.
I read of still another murder

"Yes" sald Tanner, eagerly,
that. I am La lue. But it
fanll. Not even Pierre La
Was yours Yours! You're
of It—of all of it."”

©curse

“1 did

Rue's. It
the cause

“Yes!'" chbmed in Vanya beseechingly, |

“And you ecan't take it

away from us

now.  What would we be without it2
What would we become?*

Montrose glared at them for an in-

en, with a hopeless sigh, sur-
He motioned them neross
ory. of Intricate-looking
michine ut whnich they had been glane.

Hg with  furtive longing ever sinee
they eptepa) the roam.

Taking up two metal wrist clasnps
he fastenad them ahout Vanva's wrists,
_!_ht.—!r attached two moere to Tanner's
The metal cinsna were connected o
long exvlinge from whose other end
@ bunch wires ran to the dyvnamo
of the Opening a valve at
the top of euch eviinder Dr. Montrose
poured into the appartues part of tha
eolorlees contenis of a phial he pro-
dueced from a wafl cuphoard,

“I‘..F hand fell upon a lever, But hae
hesitated a moment hefore glving this
L the needful turn. Seelng  his
davkliation, the two patlents snarled at
him like angry heasgts, Slowly the
doctar thrust the levar into place. A
bluish snarg Played alonge she evlindar
wWilres, : j i

The efflcet on Tann
miracilons,
at onee hecome alert wnid
enercy. The sodden dullness Iaft their
faces Thelr eves gleamed with an
unnatural brightness,

Dr. Montrose thrust
ratug Into a =pace |
a8 if he hated {t. Then he returned
te his desk, tonk the diary from
pocket and recommenced his writing.
(This is the entry he niarle in t::]F

“June 22, 1916, —Ciave Vanya and Tan-
ner ennough 1o =t them twenty-four

naerns

the lab

0

i Hiusg

Back the appa-

hours. Would to 301 ther might never
eome hack for more' [ have done the
warld and my fellow men & Ereat
wrong I pray that the end mav Le
goon. When this diary shall he frund
after my denth the truth  willl he

known, and 1 hope 1 shall Le forgiven
—forgiven for the fifteen deaths that
indirectly were caused by me”

He laid aside  fountain pen. [dly
he ran his fingers through the dinry's
pages af if eearching for an earlier
entry. Presently on the first page he
found what he sought, Half aloud he
renrd

“Docembier 2, 1914.—At last my life
work crowned with supccess AN
my former Lenefits to humanity will be
A nothing to this. To-day I have
made the final test on the drug of
Gwn compounding that will revoluti

I=

fze aill mn: Loand 1 have discovered
the only process for administer-
Ing 1t formula for this druc
will Ba found in my strong-hox in case

of my denth
anparstus
Fiiy into
2T¥ls
the mind
the point

Also a sketeh
for its electrical
the human svstem
rompound of mine uphullids
and stimulates the will;
of turning a medioere
into sublime genius. 1
lfove 1 ean ndminister it to a half-
viitted * illiternte and transform him
into a Bhakespeare, 1 Napoleon ar a
Washington., No lifelong training ann
zifts of mind can maka
faculty so alert and potent as

of the
transmis-

10
in=-

LT

lean this fdrug T have evolved,

mented

ywhich T believe would bhenefit

been stalned with  hlood I believe
that is what Reaunjolais meant by the
| ‘Crimeon Stain.® He saw—"

“Rot! sneered Parrish, hbreaking |
(Inta a roar of nolsily derisive laungh-
ter,  “That's the way with' you ama-
tenrs—alwave imnwgining things and |
| hunting  up  fancy  clews, Crimson-
stained eyes, hey?  And vou saw all
I that in the time it took a flashlight
riy to it acroks his face? [IU's the

den vehemence, “No. Not two, Four-
teen.'"

“Fourteen?” sho pgaskped.

“Fourteen!” he repented. “"During |

the last four months no less than four-

teen men of weualth In New York have
Leen found strangled by just  that
welrd throat grip. And in every case
the murderer has escaped with his
plunder."

“And no clew?”

“Yes and no. One clew, perhaps, bhut

such a fantastic clew that we can't get
any sense out of i.”

“What is 1t

“When old Raoul Beaujolals, the res-
taurant man, was Killed his hrother
found him a moment or two bhefore he

wag quite dead. The murderer had
heen frightened away. As Beiaujolais
died he managed 1o pant out the
words, ‘Crimson Stain!' That was nall
Just those two words™

A ery of stark terror from Florence
Montrese interrupted him. She had
anught convulsively at his arm. With

her free nand she was pointing wildly
it a house they chanced to be passing,
Agalnst one of these shades n strange
group was silhoustted—a group of three
figures.
One of stood little

these fizures a

iloof from the two others, as if coldly |

directing operations, The remaining
two were apparently loeked in a death
struggle.

Then Harold Stanley understood. One
of these two men was strangling the
other, who writhed helpless in his grip.

The third was issuing directions for
the murder,

“It's Mr. Hanna!" gasped Florence.
“The great real estate oherator up
here. I recognize his prohle, They'ra
killing him. He-—"

“Quick!" commanded Harold, shak-

ink off his momentary daze of lhiorror.
“We meot a policeman on the black he-
low. Run back and get him. Quick!"

He sprang away from her, vaulted
the street hedge and crossed the nar-
row strip of lawn at a hound. With
clanched fist he smote the heavy plate-
glass pane of the window. The pane

bashed in. A8 he leaped upwg.rd into

| Lthority

silliest Arlvel T ever heard.”

In a roomy uptown building on New
York's ast Side Uved Tanner,

On the night of the Hanna
amd an hour or so after the
digscovery, several of these
drifted, one by one, into the
an alley entrance.  All
men,
n woman who, for wvery
son, had long been named
pire”

One man was evidently in kigh au-
among  the little group, to
judge by the almost cringing «efer-
eitces bestowed on him by the rest.
He was dark, ginuous, tigerish, with
a sstrange and unforgetable face and
with a gaze as hypnotic as n snake's.
He claimed to ba French by birth and

murder
crime’s
vigitora
fden from
but one wera

ahvions
“Ih".

rea-
Vam-

callead himself “Pierre La Rue! No
ane knew his real name.

“All here,” he snid, tersely. "Here's
the report. Tanner and 1 went 1o
Hanna's as we planned. We got in.
easlly enough. Hannn was in  the
library alone. He was so old and
feablo that 1 had decided to let Tan-
ner do the job, instead of doing it
myself, Tle'd been plaguing me to let
him try the grip ever sinco | taught
it to hinmu It was a fnlse move. For
he bungled. They struggled all over
the room, and they got hetween the
light and the window shade. A man
smashed in through the window and
threw Tanner against the wall, erip-
pling his shoulder. 1 got the grip on
the fellow; and 1 wasg finishing him
when T heard the police whistle, We
shaved what eash we could find into
the bag. Hangl over, Tanner.”

Dr. Montrose sat in his library late
the following afternoan. From »n

drawer in his desk he had just taken
a copy nf the Examiner and had he-
gun to rend it, when a low rap sound-
ed on the denr. Almost guiltily, the
doctor folded the paper and thrust it
back into the drawer.

“Come in"” he called,

Pelix, his assistant—a erafty-eyed
man of smugly, servile mien—opened
the door,

“It 1s—lwo of the—the ‘experiment
patients,” air,”" stammered the servant,
“1 told them you had left word you
couldn't see any one to-day. DBut they
won't go away. They say they—"

“I'll see them,” ordered Montrose, a

The exception was Vanya Tosca,

“January §H, 18916 —To-dav I experi-
on 'four hospl patients,
chosen hy me, at random, from varinus
walks of life, T did not teill them the
ohject of my experiment, hut merely
that wns a new electrieal process
the sove.
eral iils of which they had complalned
tn. me,

*1 tried the experiment on the
fthe technieal result will bhe found
with the formula in my strong hox).
and the success went far beyond
wildest hopes. Their reaction was
wonderful’ to note. A1l of the four
brightened at once In looks and in
mental power, They seemed like mem-

it

bers of a new and vastly superior race
af men,

“Then 1 told them what 1 had done,
Plerre L Rue's gratitude was pa-
thetic. In hlin, more than in any of
the others, the effect of the drug was
astonishing. It has made another
of him. A wonderful man! 1 b e
there are no helzhts to which T cannot
rafige  him, e dominates them  nll
(even myself—to my amusement sand

surprise). A remarkable genius!”

The doctor gighed and turned to the
next entry:

“AMarch 22, 1915 —What
thing I have digscovered? Where are
the blessings T dreamed would "he my
priceless gift to mankind? Instead of
heaven-ingpired geniuses, my drug has
developed four patients into the
MOsT dlangerous  eriminals It has
awankened und stimulated and intensi-
fied au hundredfold the erime instinets
of these four people on whom [ have
tried it. (Pierre La Rue ig a devil!)

“Moreover. Mlerre La Rue, who has
hent them nll to hiz will, has done the
same to me. When the drug i in his
brain he is a peerless master of men.
I eannot resist him. His will power
erughes mine to do his hidding. 1 am
as wax in his hands., If only 1 might
die’

As Jerome Stanley and
chatted, a light explosion
Stanley left the room 1o
He started up the stalrs

ahominahle

the doctor
wa# heard:
investizate,
and toward

the laboratory, from whenee the sound |

the
forth
tlaor

came. He was passing through
upper hall when a lonz arm shot
from behind the heavy curtained
and grasped his throant.

Stanley, at the touch, =2toodd
still, turnineg as pale as denth. e i
not look around, nor was any word
spoken, There was a slient battle of
willz, Montrose stood staring straight
ahead of him in heiplesa despair.

Ten minttes later Florenece rose from
the piano.

stnek

“My dog Chie hns learntd a new
trick! I'll show youw,” she exclaimed
ns she dashed from the Hbhrary across |

the receptinon hall and Into the dining- |

room. .
Jerome Stanley lay across the table.
Behind him erouched Pierre la Rue,

his lingers encireling Stanleyv's throat.
Al sight of Tlorence the glayer loosened
his hold and sprang back throuzh n
near-hy doorway.

Jerome Stanley was stone dead. Re-
gaining herself, TFlorence serzamed.
Harold, rushing forward .ast Florence,
saw about the lifeless man's throat the
hideously famillar finger marks of the
Crimson Staln's victims.

“Dad!" he called wildly, dropping on

e o P [ A

Tan-
ter's teeth begaf to chatter as if with |

“You will |

|
To-day |

wansn't oy |

n T er and Vanya wps !¢
Their drooping bodies i |
vibrant with |

iehind a sliding door | ¢

his |

four !

his knees Leslde his father, “Dad!*

Robert Clayton, rushing out for ald,
|encountered Dr. Montrose com!ng down-

ir'.uirrl.
| “Doctor!” vyelled the nrtist, “Mer.
ISt:mIm' 1a dead! Murdered!™

| Harold Stanley got slowly to his feet
jnnd looked down at the tather he had
g0 devotedly loved,
as though he were repeating a vow
before = priest, he ralsed his hand and
siald, without the faintest sign of emo-
tion:

“I will find and punish .y father's
murderer if 1 have to track him to the

farthest ends of the earth 5o help me,
Cioil i

i CHAPTER IL.
“In the Demon’s Power,"”

The first step taken by Harold Stan-
Ity toward tracing the man who had
|ﬂ1ur"i*>r'."l his father was the quadru-
nling of the reward the New York
I miner had offered for a solutlon
of the Crimson Stain Mystery.

Taking his slain father's place at the
head of the Examiner, Harold dirccted
the campalen in person, spending thou-
sands of dollars weekly in search
| the murderer, In calmly bhusiness-
like faehlon the ,\'mrng man was seck-
ing to fulfill his oath to bring to jus-
| tice the mun who had killed his father.

ot

Thanks to him, there was no man
| or wonman or child in New York who
4l not know that the killer's eyes

wera tinged with a deep red stain and
that his fingers were long, slender und
abnormally strony.
These were the only absolute facts
which. Stanley had gained, And he
1ade the most of them until It was
I isafe for any man  with
to walk abroad the
e arrested HUS-

ou
he

in
on

Hue at fArst llstened with
the echoes of the hie-
pud-cry, decming himself as safa as
a fox in a den He laughed at Par-

En's tent fury over the cam-
eeringly he soothed the

terrar of the rest of his ful-

: the hunt increased in ferver

: Hue hegan to grow mnervous.

And he sent aul a ecall for certaln of
hie chosen lieutenants to meet him
ane night a fden.

t the Crimson Stain

the Counecil came Vanya Tosca,
r ol the Masked Demon
careiessly in responss
half-cringing walutations as

noddead

the hig, bare room. ‘Then
!v and to the point.

the finger neckliace an

" he aald, it was the

hiad given that ornament

axcept for mon 1 did

oige his

wan

| mnking abioyl us But his son is twicn
s Anil the police may blunder
us some day, If he "keeps on

Ead. That's decided.”
across o where Vanyva
to meet Robert Clay-
“because Clayton ls

roune Stund
to the gtudio

g chum and goes often
Mg ¥ou meet him?"

Then, as solemnly

| Clayton's neck,

only—it's only that
care so much—I—I—'

Her self-control zave way. She
broke Into a Ht of hysterical weeping.
Her outflung arms clagped themsvlves
spasmodically around the astoplshed
holding him moveless

you've made me

by the straining intensity of thoeir
clinging grasp,

And  bafore the dumfounded man
could speak or =tir, Tanner was upon
inlm.

Darting into the studio behind Van-
ya, the Crim=on Stain henchman wait-
ed only until the girl had securely
seized Clayton in her one, willowy
armyg. Then, carefully alining his blow,
Tanner brought down his revolver bhutt
with all the trained force of his arm
muscles upon the artist's left temple.

Clayton slumped to the polished tHoor
without a word or cry, his senses clean
kgone, and without having =cen or heard
his assailant,

Before Clayton's inert body had fairly
struck the floor Tanner and Vinyva
were leaning above hbn deftis binding
and gagging the senselezs man.  This
achieved, they lifted the hady, bore it
across to a divan, thrust the divan for-
ward & foot or two and dreapped )
ton into the space hetween the di
Linck and the wall

“We've no

time to Jwaste,” sald La

Itue, coming into the studio frem the
hall. “The Montrose chanffeur didn't
ket my message.  He's coming down
the block now with Florence in the
car a quarter of an hour ahead of
time. 1 saw him from the hall win-
dow."

1 *What are we to do with her?"
clalmed Vanya in panic. “Stanley’'s not
here yvet. We can't treat her as we've
treated Clayton. At leazt’ she hesi-
{ated, looking questionably at La Itue,

ex-

ing-room. Florence, at the same mo-
ment, tappad at the studio doop,
“Come in" called La Rue.
sShe enterved, and taking a step or
twa into the room, glanced around her,

The door was shut and locked a3 she
fdid s0. Standing with his back against
it. Ierre La Rue faced her, smiling

slizhtly, his arms  folded.

At sight of him, Florenee gasped 1r1l

unbelieving horror. Aegaln she was
Inoking into the eves which for weeks

fiad bhaunted her in nightmares, the
| #ves which had then been s=uffused by
the Crimson Stain.

Now as she loaoked she saw Lo Itue's
eves weradually  redden, until  they
gleamed like hot coals,

“I—I came to see Mr. Clavton,' slie
foreed herself to stammer. “As he s

“"Maet hir echoed Vanya with an
nured Jittle laogh, I most surely |
[ wont ta him Iast week to ask
work 4s a4 model. 1 happened to
Ju=t  the type he wanted for

@ CDelilah® puinting he is at work an
for the academy. Hé engaged me the

1ute he saw me,
theres the ather day, too.”
" vouchsafed Pierre, “Did you
malke Claxton fall in love with you
#c 1 told you to?
"Thut was the very
You ever assipnéd me
-6} “Ho iz a susceptible
A before the end of the first sitting
Bo was staring at me like a sick calf.”
Then ¥ou can bring him over?
The confident smile faded from
| Vanya's too-red lips
L) " she sald in chagrin: “I ean't.”
rapped Pierre, "“why not?
that sort—our sort,” she

casiest hit of

to,”

izn't

“Well, if we can't bring him over

Y1l have to go under” Do ¥ou Know

vhen Stanley visits him2

YT Bnow when he is eoing to,"” she

made rendy answer, “He i5 to be there

41t 3 o'clock to-morrow afternoon.'
“Good" approved Pierre,

adding: “You are certain™
“Yes" answerad Vanya.

i to Iire Montrose for

“I went to-
more—for

I know., Well?"
cime  lownstajrs
¥ 1 heard Florence
1 the veranda
t ¥ oand Clayton. She was agking
Clavton to paint her portrait ns . osur-
prise for her father's birthday next
month,  She s to have thae first sit-
tis at a4 welock to-morrow at Clav-
ton's studio.  And Harold Stanley
coming to see the portraic started.
| sabld he'd surely he there at 3.
“And 'l see thiat the Montrose
rr\hrmt'four zets her there fifteen minutes

from the
Montrose
with Harald

“ye T

siaid La Rue.
Robert Clayton's studio was on the
top flonr of the nld-fashioned Park-

e Studio Building,
Xt afternoon, the artist wnas busily
arranzing  his  easel and his maoilel
chitiy: with a view 1o the best ljght ef-

Here, early the

I et Harold Stan- |

nat ‘here, I won't waft."

"Mise Montrose,"” he sail suavely, as,
(after the first step, she pansad Ir-
resolute and trembling, “vou and 1.

Hhe |
boy. |

| ehance

one more |

bave met once before. [ think, in vour

father's very beautiful ol home at
Hiverside, On the night when Jerome
Stanley had the misfortune to—to—'"

“To be murdered by you
back, her dread of the man overcome
for the moment by a zust of lonthing,
"['saw you with your fingers aljout his

throat—with your eves us yed aus a
rabid Least's!"

“l thought 50" he replled: %1 was
Almoz=t certain of it. ut there was

some slizht doubt.
—-especially in moments of fright—are
not so ohservant as you, There was n
you did not see my face
enough that night to remember.
I3 why I waited to-day to see if you
would know me. I saw you did the
moment you looked at me as vou came
it just now, I am sorry, but vou leave
me no alternative”

“What—what  do
faltered, her throat.

That

yon mean?”
sanded with

she
ter-

Lrar, her lips dry,

s |

He |

facts, :m_-l Wig: =orting some brushes
amd mixing several tube-colors on a
palette. He glanced up.in expectation |
as the studio door opened, But as he
DAY Vanys Tosea's  supple  figure
framed in the doorway, his look of

expectancy chunged to a slieght frown
ul pannoyvinee,

Noting  his  change .of expression,
Vanva moved slowly forward into the
room, asking timidly:

"Aren't you glad to see
oo late, or anything?

"Too Inte? he repeated, “"why, yvou're
not due here ol all to-day., Your sit-
ting is for o'clock to-morrow."

“Oh!™ she eried. In ehildlike disap-
pointment: then—"Is she prettier than
I am?"

“She ls—she (8 different,” he evaded.

me?

Am

b

“She is small and slender, with his
dark eves and masses of dark hair
and-—*

“Then she i prottier than T am.”

“1 mean this, Miss Montrose.,” he re-
turned, s=penking wvery slowly, almos
solemnly “You are the only person |
in the outer world who has looked inta
the face of the man they call “The
Crimson Stain' and  lived. But it is|
not safe to let you go free with such |

dangerous knowledge, 1.

She screamed aloud in stark horror
asg ke moverd toward her,

Her s tm penetrated  the ‘heavy
outer door and into the hall. 1t reach- |
e the pars of Tanner, who erouched

she flashed |

You see, all women |

long |

| “brace' of Tanner's foothold on the
' floor, and with a simultaneous heave
to one s#lde, threw the man oft'his
Lilance. : A

Foreed to shift his grip In order to
save his equilibrium, Tanner relaxed
for an instant his underhold. In that
moment Harold nimbly wriggled out
of danger and, plinting a blow square
in the center of Tanner's face, sent
him gpinning backward and groping
wiHdly at the sidewalls of the stalr-
wity to restore his balance.

Down the short hallway, toward the
stnir ‘head, raged the unequal fight.
For now Harold had a definite pur-
pose in view, and toward the further-
anee of that purpese he was driving
his awdversary.

In wvain Tanner tried to block or
duck the whirlwind of blows. In
vain he sought to ¢lineh or stand his
pround. He was no match for the
doughtiest, all-round athlete of Har-
vard's last four years.

The time was summer.

The day was

Snturday. Hence, practically every
“tudio in the building was wvacant.
Such few tenants on lower floors RS
heard the conflict fancied it a good-

natured rampage on the part of some
of the bullding's gayver artists.,

But the Jjanitor, a cranky old fel-
low, awakened’ from his afternoon
snooze by the racket, drowsily de-
citléd that a rint was in progress In
the upper storiez. And he waddled
forth, blinking, te find a policeman.

And now, in his merciless drive,
Harold Stanley had backed his foe to
the very summlit of the stairs. The
flight went down Ssteeply for ffteen
steps to the landing below.

With n final sledge-hammer blow in
the mouth, Stanley sent Tanner reel-
Ing backward over Lthe stair edge.

Dewn the tight of fifteen steps tum-

b bled the beaten man, his head strik-
"l suppose we can't ing the next lower landing with a
“No," he decreed with no hesitation | wiie that knodked his wits out of his
at all. “Our strongest hold over Mont- | oo o
rose i8 his daughter, But fov her hed | Siayon iy us Tanner. de not. le un-
turn desperate, instead of giving it te conscians '[r-l'.lnuri'. than a very few
us. He might even kill himself, And qernnrl-l“‘}wn hit by anvthing less
there where would we be without the | g o 2s b oS B pile-driver.
‘drug? There Is a .'.:-.ilﬂ'!" easier way Hut Harold did not stop to consider
to take of her. | this. There lay his antagonist appar-
A quie goft foolsten sounded ) antly  lifeless on  the landing halow
the hall outside. Tanner, at a gesture hiti.  And the way was clear to Clay-
from Pierre, slipped out into the hall, ey studio
and with the air of a departing visitor | With a sick dread In his heart
strolled ppautl Blorenceialonsrones andil pricasiye s shieas dgaing towaralithe Lt
giovird thaieadiolithesiualint o her el tair o et cean mibad U NP E (bea
he paused and looked out of the window. | i 0“0,]‘ v
In the street below stood D Maont- | Ir'-l‘i;-rre.[_.a. Rue had heard his hench-
oS 8 RIRGIeICRn. DERNING IUR Lo the L sl et ek | Haso1d; 0 H s superquick
curb behind it was a gray rn;ulsln-r,l“_;' e niainatlitol hiim D iieliasYa
from whichiHurold 'Staniey “was just I'Silllﬂll‘tll\ hlpu fiash. And he lald his
Ilﬂi:~lt?>il‘:likivl1 aobedicnce to a ward ol'lm:'"s Jihsaualinwitinons.
La Rue's, glded into Clayton's dress- | RACEREIAE DG LiopEely s iichance Sof

| killing Harold Stanley to-day. The
besi‘that La Rue could hope for would
he to escape In safely and to prevent
Florenpce Montrose from betraving him.

Accordingly, even as her lips were
parted, [or a seconid Ery for help, he
irapetl at her and caught her by the
shoulders, bringing his face close to
hers own. hrs

And the look in his red-stained
eves changed her impending shriek to
A pasp of wordless horror.

Deep into the girl's frightened eyen
he glared as thousgh his terrible gaze
wonld pierce to her very soul. All his
abnormally powerful mind and will-
power  were concentrated into that
vilent stare.

Plorence, In terror, sought to re-
move her glanee from his.  She could
naot.  Kyven as the serpent charms the
Ird Into helplessness, so Plerre La
ue's eves and his uncanny will-power
held Florence spellbound.

Her widestaring gaze became dull.

Hleor eyes glazed., Her tense hody re-
laxed and would have sank limply to
the tlonr had La Rue not upheld it.
I Crash!  Harold's shoulder was at
L the locked door. And the stout oak
slilvered under the Impact. Vanya
came running in from the dressing-
room In panic at the sound.

A second thrust of the glant shoul-
! ders and the heavy door leaped bodily
on its hinges, while one of the thick
panels split from top to bottom.

La Rue picked up Florence's uncon-
scjous body in his arms and ran to-
waril tha dressing-room.

“There's a door in the room beyond
that lends out into the hall!" Vanya
cried to him as he passed her.

A third crash, with the whole weight

and power of Harold Stanley's body
hehind it, smashed the lock and sent
the studio door fiying inward.

Harold burst into the room, all but
falling on ‘hig fiuce from the force of
| his own impetus, But Pierre had van-
| ished through the dressing-room door-

| way.

A single sweeping glance showed
| Harold that the studio was deserted.
He saw the open door leading into

the dressing-room, and dashed toward
it.

On the threshold he all but collided
with Vanya, whe came strolling out
| from the dressing-room, yawning aa
#he came.

“Why, Mr. Stanley!" exclaimed

Vanya, “"what on earth are you doing

listening at the kevhole. It reached | yere® Are you waiting for Mr. Clay-

Harolid Stanley, who was hurryving | ton, as T am? 1 got tired waiting and

along the hallway, !“'unl into the next room for a nap.
Stanley broke into a run as he rec- There's a couch there, and 1 was sleepy.

ognized Florence's wvoice, and as hr_-!:-.-.\ ="

rin he ealled out reassuringly to her, | “Where is she?" demanded Harold,
Out of the hallway shadows as hae!l recovering from his bewilderment, *lIs

ran forward n figure launched itself | she there?!

upon him 1 “Is who in where? asked Vanya,
Tanner, realizing that but for him-| apparently  puzzled by  the shouted

self Harold must presently hurst Into | question. 1t yYou mean in the dressing-

the room and confront both Pierre | room, no one is there, 1—"

and Florence, had taken matters into | “I heard her ery out,” he insisted,

hifs own hands. | thrusting his way past her into the
He knew that by daviight ann 1n]-Ira\sslng‘-rnnm.

| fair combat, Pierre La Rue would be | Thee room  was empty. The door

na physical mateh for so renowned an |

athlete us
intent

Stanley.
to attack

It had bheen their
Huroll together from

belhind while he should be in tallk
|'with \Yiin) and Vanya, if possible,
wis to have aided them by twining
her arms aroumd Stanley as she had
about Clayion.

Thus handicapped, Harold would have

| La

pouted Vanya, her rich voice breaking. |

“And you'd rather paint her than mes
“Nonsense," Clayton renssured  her.
“Nooone on enrth ig prettier than you,

Vanya. But this i= a portrait [ have |
a commission Lo paint.”
“If you'd rather spend this heauti-

|ful afternoon painting a silly portealt
[than to go on with our ‘Delilah’ pic-
ture,” she flared indignantly, “why, go
ahead and do it. But after this yon
jean et soma other girl to pose for
your ‘Delilah. U'm not coming hack.”
Aceustomed. though, he was to the
vagaries of his temperamentsl mod-
els, Clayton was amazed by this petu-
[ lant outbursgt, Before he could
Vtest, Vanya had Nounced out of
Lroony,  slamming the door loudly
| hind her.
In the half-lit hall she paused be-
gide the crouching figure of & man.
“Heady?  she  whispered, “Ie'l
| probably follnw me out here to heg
me noet to he angry.”
Tanner nodded, gripping o
clubwise by the barrel and
his museles for a spring.
But Clayton ¢id not come out
the hall. He stared (listressedly
ter the deparied maodel for an instant,

1
|
-
tha
he-

revolver

]
i tensing

into

then multered:
“If 1 go after her she'll make n
seone in the hall just as Florence is

arriving.

I'll drop her a line to-night
Instead.”

dow go that, facing her, his back was
to the door.

“I'm sgorry,” she pleaded contritely.
“Please, I'm sorry I was cross, Its

ST LA ARl e

af- |

heen an vietim for the “"fMnger-
necklace supplemented if need be by
a tap from Tanner's pistol butt.

Tanner, and Tanner  alone,

Casy

save the day by holding him off until |
Florence and |

Rue could dispose of
come aut to finish the killing of the

could |

leading into the hall was closed. Vanya
| Tollowed him, laughing.

“Ioean expliin the ery you heard,"”
| #he volunteered, “Though | am
| ashamed of it, 1 had a bad dream and
| woke myself screaming and—"

"It was not your voice!" he declared.
| “I was hers"
| “"Whose?" she asked amusedly,
| He did not answer. e wns utterly
tdumfoundad, He could have sworn he

| il heard Florence Montrose scream
for help. He had burst in the door,
and now—he was confronted hy this

siniling, yawning model, who was very
evidently the sole occupant of the

man he had doomed to death, | suite,

Tanner seized Harold hy the throat |  To mask his frritation from Vanya's
from behind ax he sprang, But if migehlevous zlance, he strode neross
he sought to duplicate La Hue's sue- 1o the open window and looked out,
cess In such munuenvers he was speerd- | wondering If the ory he hml heard
iy undeceived. might have come from some ardjoin-

Flere wa= no  flabby, middle-aged |ing  studio whose window was also
ninn Hke most of the Crimson Stain | open. He did not for a moment be-
Cvietims. Noroowas Tanner, strong as | lieve Vanva's storv that it had heen
he was, u second La Rue in dexterity | she who  sereamod. The volee had
and strength of wrip.  Morveover, the | heen Florence's. He could have sworn
tight was bad and Harold was in swife | 1o that,
motion. t o, Merve La Rue, meantime, had run

For these’ very soml  reasons the | into the hall and townrd the stalr-
throat grip was o unentable fallure. | head,  carrying the unconsclous . girl.

Harvold, fecling Turner's stubby fin- | At the summit of the stalrge ha en-
sers encirelng his neck from the rear, | countered  Tanner, dazed, battered,
yivlopted o very simple and very eof- | blectding, wildly disheveled, who was
ffective trick Kaown' to all wrestlers | ascending from the landing where he
| and e anost all-around athletes. hud first recoverad his senses. La Rue

Throwing back his own arms, with- | gave Tanner no chance to explain,
!.-m turning his body, he caught bhis| Thrusting the senseless girl into the
| assailant by the throat and shoulder, | panting  man's  arms, DPlerre com-
Paned with o mighty heave of the arms | 1ded
and a doubling of the body, sent Tan- | her downstairs amd out inlo her
ner hurtling forward and to the ili’mx-'.:-'.vu cite. ‘The chauffeur knows you
in front of him. | helong to me, and so he will ohey vou,

Tanner, shooting through s=pace aa “rell him to drive i a hurry to—="
if from a catapult, fell with a erash | He got no farther, A policeman,
that shook the very walls, I summaoned by the janitor, had Just

Jarrerd, breathless, but still full of | appeared in  the hallway from the
fight, Tunner rushed Into grapple hia | freight  elevator, whose sliding  door

He turned to his easgel. The next
moment Vanya had run lightly back |
into the room and had slipped
tween Clayton and the nearest

opponent.

He mel the rush with an uppercut
that mizsed Tanner's.Jaw by harely an
ineh and landed heavily of his cheak=
hone,  Half-dazed and with his® heaq
buzzing Itke a bechive, Tanner ran In

be- | and clinched, gaining the terribly of-
win- | fective underhold on his epponent.

Harold Stanley, however, had no
iden elther of surrendering or of go-
ing through life with a wrenched back,
With a twist of hig feet he broke the

bt ity ol s L b
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was halfway down the hall,

In" an instants La Rue's plan was
mate.  'The bluecoat had nat yet seen
Tanner and tho girl, as they were hid-
{ den Erom his view by tha slope of the
| stairway which they were descending
a few steps ahead of La Rue.  But the
policeman's very next satride might
bheing him into sight of them. And
the explanations must follow—explana-
tlons that could not he made,

Running back up the stairs, dan-

gling his watch and chaln In one hand -

a8 though he had Jjust stolen them
from gome tenant, he collided with tha
astonished pollceman, wriggled free,
and with ;
panle, ran limpingly toward the scuttle
ladder that led to the roof.

With a meeting to-night at 8:30

The pollceman naturally gave chase,
La Rue digappeared through the scuts
tle just too quickly for the policeman
Lo seize his foot.
down the scuttle, but the pollceman
thrust it aslde and clambered out onto
the roof just as La IRue vaulted the .
low dividing parapet to the roof of
the adjoining building.

Drawing his nightstick, the police- )
man lumbered In pursuit. ’
Over two roofs they raced thus.

Tihen Plerre stubbed his toe and fell

over & clothes-prop at the very edga
of

an air shaft. The policeman
grabbed trlumphantly at him.
But the fallen and supposedly

stunned La Hue was not there when
the bluecoat's hands sought to close
upon his collar,

Instead, Pierre was behind him. And
Plerre's fingers had closed on the fat
red throat in the finger necklace grip.
A few seconds later the policeman
ceased his writhings and his body col-
lapsed.

Pierre released his hold. The blue-
onAat  lurched inertly forward ACross
the parapet, toppled by reason of his
own weight, and fell over the edge of
the airshaft/ Whirling around and
around in the alr he crashed down-
ward to the flagstones helow,

Harold Stanley, oblivious of the
drama enacted overhead, stood atar-
ing moodily down into the straet.

There at the ourb was his gray
roadsater, his chauffeur drowsily at the
wheel. Twenty faet in front of f{t
was Dr. Montrose's black touring ecar,
its chauffeur reading a red-covered
magazine,

Just at the moment Harold Baw a
man run out from the studio entrancs
carrving a girl In his arms, shout an
order to the bhlack car's chauffeur and
lift his burden into the car itself, fol-
lowing her as the chauffeur hent for-
ward to press the self-starter.

This much Harold Stanley saw.

and
he waiterdd to see no more. For hn
recognized the apparently sleeping girl

us Florence Montrose,

Out of the suite he dashed, thrust-
ing aside the detaining Vanva and
running down the steep flights of
stalrs three steps at a time.

After what seemed to him a century
or more, he reached the sidewalk and
sprang Into his own gray roadster.

“Do you see that black touring car
away up the street there?' he yvelled
to his wondering chauffeur, “Overhau)
it and I'll double your pay."

The chauffeur—a true New TYorker
—needed no' further exhortation. Tha
roadster shot forward at a spead that
defied every traffic law ever made.

In two minutes the black car was
less than a block ahead,

Then it was that Tanner. turning
Idly to look back, saw his pursuer,
He shouted to the chauffeur. The
black car, In a little more than its
own length, nearly redoubled its for-
mer spoeed.

The race had begun, -

Uptown whizzed the grav ear and
the black. Straight ahead they flew,
for at that fearful pace there was no
chance for turning corners. There was
infinite risk indeed of guiding the fiy-
ing cars through such ever-thinning
traflic as they encountered.

Again and again they barely avold-
ed collision or destruction from slower
and larger vehicles, 3o :

Again and again policemen- sprang
out to stop Lthem: then shrank back
Just lin time to escape ddeath, and
blasphemously jotted down the racera
numbers.

Inch by inch, as the more open coun-
try was neared, the gray roadster be-.
fFan to creep up on the speeding black
enr.

In another mile the gray car cut
down the distance between [tself and
its prey far more papidly than before.

Harold. leaninz far forward at his
chauffeur's side, understood why, for
te eoula hear the hlack machine's en-
gine hemgin to "miss,” and he knew,
bar aceidents, the race was his own.

The gray roadster in a few minutes
more crawled alongside the handi-
capped touring ecar, whose engine now
vwas all but uscless,

Wilh a fiving lcap, as the gray car
eame up with its quarry, Harold cov-
erced the space between the running-
boards of the two converging ma-
chines; landing with hoth feet on the
black car's running-beard, and steady-
Ing himself by a left-hand grip on
one of the seat arms, he struck fiereely
at Tanner.

The latter, in recent memory of his
hattle with this sledge-hammer hitter,
shrank back from the blow. Harold
swung himself on board into the seat
on which Tanner supported the sense-
less Florence.

Before he could strike ugain, Tan-
ner had jumped out of the rapidly
going car, rolled over once in the road-
side mud and then scrambled to his
feet and set off at a dead run down an
arflinining highway.

Harold, leaning forward, swung for
the head of the black car's badly rat-
tled driver, who promptly followed
Tanner's example in swarming out over
the wvehicle's slde without even the
formality of opening the door.

The car, its wheel deserted, veered
sharply to one side. Harold lunged
over Lo the seat back and jammed
down the emergency brake. The ma-
chine came to a sudden and djarring
halt,

Vainly, Harold sought to revive tha
senseless girl. At last he lifted her
tenderly from the black car and bors
her across to his own roadster.

“Drive to Dir.. Montrose's,” he
rected his chauffeur,

A quarter hour later Harold carriaed
hig fraglle burden up the steps of the
great Adontrose house in  Riverdale,
His ring at the bell was answerved by
Fellx, the doctor's erafty-faced, silent-
footed wvalet.

“Tell Dr. Montrose his daughtar has
fainted,” ordered Harold. “I will take
her into the library.”

“This 18 no faint,” declared Dr. Mon-
trose. "“She is In a hypnotic trance.”

“A hypnotic trance?” repeated Har-
old, incredulously. It can't be, Look!"
he broke off, as Florence's big dark
eves slowly opened. “She is coming
to her senges!”

Dr. Montrose passed his hand In
front of the bhlankly staring eyes.
They dld not wink nor change expres-
#ion, .

‘‘She sees nothing,”
"She 4eces nothing, She hears nothing.
She I8 in a profound hypnotle trance,
as T said”

“1 ecan't hear to see
eyes with that awful look in them.'"
cried Harold, with an uncontrollable
shudder. “If she is really in a trance
can't you rouse her from it™

“No" bhreathed the heartsick father,
between ashen lips., I cannot rouse
her from it. No medical power on
earth can rouse her. She can ha
awnkened only At the command of the
person who threw her Into the trance!”

In the hallway, listening Intently,
through the closed portieres, Felix was
atartled by a light step hehind him.
He wheeled to face Parrish, The two =
men looked inscrutably at each other
without exchanging a word. From the
library came Harold Stanley’s yearn=
ing cry of .
““Florence! Florenca!” :

And, In the next breath, the listeners| '
heard Dr. Montrose groan from he-.

di-

he sald sadly.

her hoputiful

neath anguish-clenched teeth:
“My little girl: my little, little giplt™ /=
Then, unexpected as a lightning bolt,

a new element burst into the moment

of tense crisls. L

(To Be Continued Next Weck.)

He tried to elkp-..%

every appearance of crasy 1(‘

:
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